PICTURESQUE DALMATIA

little Dalmatian cities are always ready to give
you.

You have been walking away from the sea, with
your back to the harbor, and here is another, but
minute, harbor nestling under a great fortress wall
above which, in a garden, some young soldiers are
idly leaning and laughing under trees with leaves of
gold and red-brown. Brightly painted vessels,
closely packed together, lie on the blue-green water.
Beyond them are the trees of Blazekovid Park And
just beneath you, on your right, is the great, yellow
stone Porta di Terra Ferma, with its winged lion of
St. Mark. Beyond, over the narrow exit from the
harbor, the landlocked Canale di Zara, which some-
times, especially at evening, reminded me of the
Venice lagoons, lies glittering in the sun. And a
Venetian fort on the peak of Ugljan shows like a
strange and determined shadow against the blue of
the sky.

The great white campanile which dominates Zara,
and which from the sea looks light and graceful, is
the campanile of the duomo, Sant' Anastasia, and
was partly built by the Venetians, and completed
not many years ago. From the narrow street which
skirts the duomo this campanile, though majestic,
looks heavy and almost overwhelming, too huge, too
tremendously solid, for the little town in which it is
set. And its blanched hue, beautiful from the sea,
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